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whelmed with work and gave a plausible tale of
mislaid correspondence and so on. However, the
interpreter told me that he had admitted to Lukat-
skoff that he had disregarded certain of the latter's
telegrams and it would have been clear to me, even
without this interpretation, that LukatskofFs fury
was growing.

Then Lukatskoff let himself go. The interpreter
could not speak rapidly enough to translate each
word as the chief uttered it, but with what he did
tell me and with what I gathered myself, the director
was within very short distance of serious trouble.
As I watched the quarrel, I saw him grow more and
more agitated, and he was still pleading with hands
clasped and outstretched to Lukatskoff, when that
official turned and fired questions at Belinkiss. The
interpreter turned to me.

" He wants you to say that this man has not done
his work and has broken your contract/* the inter-
preter told me. " If you will say that, he will send
him to the courts."

The director's anguish was pitiful. He pleaded,
tears almost starting to his eyes, his arms outstretched
in turn to his chief and myself. Looking back at
that moment, I can imagine his feelings pretty
accurately. He was supposed to be a Communist,
a trusted man, and one clever enough to be feathering
his own nest while advancing the cause of the Revolu-
tion, He knew enough of the Communist Party to
realise its short way with traitors, and must have
known that if he were sent to the courts, and my
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